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In This Issue: 

RIVE R S OF 

RATTLESNAKE 

RANGE! 




FAMOUS SPLIT SECONDS 
IN SPORTS ! 



The Hockey season of 1946-47 saw New York's 
Rangers and Detroit's Red Wings in a dogfight for 
the play-off spot. And whenever these embattled 
outfits tangled, the script called for fireworks on ice! 

Came the last week of December, and a crucial game 
between the two teams at Madison Square Garden. 
With the score tied during the last few seconds of the 
second period a Ranger forward took a pass and 





WAIT A MINUTE, THE 
GREEN LIGHT! THE 
PERIOD'S OVER 





WAD THE RANGERS SCORED OR NOT? 
THE DECISION WAS UP TO REFEREE 
CLANCY, WHO SAID. , . 
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THE PERIOD 
WAS OVER. THE 
GOAL DOES 
NOT COUNT, 




SO THE 
GAME ENDED 
IN A TIE. . 
AND THE 
PLAY-OFF 
SPOT 
FINALLY 
WENT TO 
DETROIT 
BECAUSE 
ON THAT 
DAY VICTORY 
OR DEFEAT 
HUNG IN 
THE BALANCE 
FOR A 
SINGLE SPLIT 
SECOMD! 
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A NEW JACK ARMS! IONG ADVENTUI 
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BURIED AMONG THE RUINS OF AN ANCIENT ^) 
OVULATION IS THE FABULOUS JEWEL KNOWN : 
AS THE EMERALD SCARAB. ALTHOUGH THIS 
BEETLE -SHAPED GEM CARRIES A CURSE OF 
DEATH AGAINST ANVONE WHO REMOVES IT 
FROM THE TOMB OF ITS OWNER, JACK AND 
HIS FRIENDS HAVE JOINED DR. SPEARS, AN 
AMERICAN ARCHEOLOGIST, IN HIS ATTEMPT 
,lTO FIND THE PRICELESS BUT EVIL JEWEL... 




LOOK, JACK! \1P AND AN INSCRIPTION — 
A PICTURE OF A W SIGNED BY THE PHARAOH ' 
GREEN BEETLE-^ WHO OWNED THE EMERALD, 
SCARAB! 





WHILE UNCLE JIM, BETTY AND DR. SPEARS SEARCH 
THE ANCIENT TUNNEL JACK PORES OVER THE 
SECRET CIPHER. FINALLY — 
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WE'VE GOT TO SET 
BETTY AND. UNCLE M 
OUT OF THAT TUNNEL! 
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MEANWHILE, DEEP INSIDE THE TUNNEL, BETTY AND UNCLE 
JIM, TOGETHER WITH DC. SPEARS AND THEIR GUIDE, ALI, 
ARE SEARCHING VAINLY FOR THE EVIL JEWEL... 




WE'VE FALLEN INTO 
SOME SORT OF JEWEL 
VAULT ...LOOK! 




MEANWHILE, HAVING SEARCHED THE TUNNEL 
WITHOUT SUCCESS, JACK AND BILLY GETURN 
TO THE SECRET STAIR BENEATH THE TEMPLE.. 




YOU HAVE BEEN 
LURED HEBE IN ORDER 
THAT THE ANCIENT CURSE 
OF THE EMERALD 
SCARAB MAY BE 
BROKEN - 




-FOR ELEVEN OTHERS BEFORE 
YOU HAVE DIED IN THE PRESENCE 
OF THE GREAT IDOL WHICH WEARS 
THE SACRED SCARAB - 





AT THAT MOMENT - | 



|fW#ACK 







THIS BLASTED REVOLVER 
...IT JAMMED AFTER THE 
FIRST SHOT... OR I'D 
HAVE KILLED ALL 
OF YOU ! 




JACK LISTENS, 
DUMFO'JNDED, AS 
ALI REVEALS THAT 
DR. SPEARS SLACK- 
MAILED HIM INTO 
LURING VICTIMS 
INTO THE VAULT - 
SO THAT THE 
SCARAB'S CURSE 
WOULD BE BROKEN 
AND SPEARS 
COULD POSSESS 
THE PRICELESS 
GEM WITHOUT 
FEAR OF THE 
ANCIENT JINX! 



5PEARS MUST HAVE 
BEEN CRACKED TO FALL 
FOR THAT HAMMV 
WHAMMY STORY. 



YES-SUPERSTITION 
HAS NO PLACE IN THE, 
20 TH CENTURY. 



JUST THE SAME, I'M 
KEEPING MY FINGERS 
CROSSED TILL WE DELIVER - ' 
'THAT EMERALD SCARAB 
RIGHT ON THE MUSEUM'S, 
DOORSTEP ! 
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RALPH KIWER 




d3®ke moon 
toes 
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NATIONAL LEAGUE BASEBALL FANS WERE TREATED U5T 

SEASON TO A THRILLING BATTLE FOR THE LEAGUE'S HOME' 

RUN CHAMPIONSHIP WHEN JOHNNY MIZE AND RALPH KINER 

SOCKED SI ROUND -TRIPPERS APIECE... DANGEROUSLY 

CLOSE TO BABE RUTH'S ALL-TIME HIGH OF 60. 
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JOHNNY MIZE 
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PITTSBURGH PIRATES' OUTFIELDER, 
WHO IS BEGINNING HIS THIRD SEASON 
IN THE MAJORS. IN HIS FRESHMAN 
YEAR, BIG RALPH LED THE LEAGUE 
IN HOMERS WITH 25. LAST YEAR HE 
TIED MI2E-AND THIS YEAR RALPH'S 
FANS ARE PREDICTING HE WILL' 
CONTINUE TO SMASH SLUGGING MARKS 
IN AN EFFORT TO BRING THE PIRATES 
THEIR FIRST PENNANT SINCE 1927. 



fe J '~*v 






.***"' 



mm/mam* ~ < 



NEW YORK GIANTS' 
VETERAN FIRST-SACKEJ3, 
WHO HAS BEEN A MAJOR 
LEAGUER SINCE 193G. 
HIS BEST PREVI0U9 
HOME- RUN MARK FOR 
A SEASON WA5 43, IN 
1940. THE GIANTS ARE 
COUNTING ON MIZE'S 
BIG BAT TO PUT THEM 
AMONG THE LEADERS 
IN THIS SEASON'S 
PENNANT RACE. AND 
IF PAST PERFORMANCES 
MEAN ANYTHING, 
JOHNNY IS THE MAN 
TO DO IT. 
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JACK ARMSTRONG MAGAZINE 

ALL-AMERICAN AWARD 

Based on information from the American Red Cross 




A FIERCE ELECTRIC STOBM RAGES OVER FORT tWSHAKlE, WYOMING 



BOBBY TATUM, ten years old, 
whose farm home is near 
Fort Washakie, Wyoming, receives 
the sixth monthly Jack Armstrong 
All-American Award for heroism. 

Bobby will receive the hand- 
some medal illustrated, engraved 
with his name and the date of his 
courageous rescue. A one-year 
subscription to the Jack Arm- 
strong Magazine will be sent free 
to 8 shut-in youngster chosen by 
Bobby. 

On May 28, 1947, Bobby Tatum 
saved the life of his seventeen- 
year-old sister Norma, who had 
been struck by lightning in their 
home. Their mother and brother 
had left on an errand . . . and 
Bobby and Norma were alone in 
the house. 

Standing together at the kit- 
chen window, they watch as . . . 
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SUDDENLY, LiSHTNIMS STRIKES — MO NORAU 
SLUMPS TO THE FLOOR, 






CUT THOSE HOSE LINES, 
EDDIE. THE WATER IS 
FEEDING A CHEMICAL FIRE 









I SUPPOSE THE 

CWNEB WAS NOTIFIED 

AND IS ON HIS 





THE SMOKE HAS CLEARED 
SO I CAN CHECK THAT 
SECONDARY BLAZE IN 
THE BASEMENT ' 





THE FIREBUG PLANTED CANS OF METALLIC H& J 
SODIUM. COMBINED WITH WATER FROM ABOVE, PV^ 
-.THEY GENERATED HYDROGEN AND CAU9ED *~ 
^SECONDARY BLAZE !J 







THIS TESTING POWDER WILL 
TURN RED IN TWELVE HOURS 
IF THE WOOD ABSORBED 
ANY FAT -DISSOLVING OIL 
sJAPHTHA. 



WE HAVE 
ENOUGH EVIDENCE 
ARREST BARTON 
DR ARSON 






I'VE FOUND TRACES OF 
SODIUM IN THIS CAN, BUT 
WE STILL DON'T KNOW 
HOW HE TIMED THE 
NAPHTHA- SOAKED CLOSET 

TO CATCH FIRE . 



!% 



BY EITHER A CANDLE 
OR A SLOW FUSE - 

HELLO, GREGG 1 . BRING 
BARTON TO MY 
OFFICE. WE'RE ON 
OUR WAY OVER, 



IX... 
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I WANTED TO 
COLLECT THE FIRE 
INSURANCE TO 
COVER MY BUSINESS 



BARTON, YOU'LL BE LUCKY 

TO GET ONLY TEN- YEARS 

N PRISON. IF A FIREMAN 

HAD BEEN KILLED, WE'D BE 

HOLDING YOU FOR 

MURDER ! 




NEXT ISSUE: VIC HARDY SOLVES THE CASE 
OF THE SILENT SOUTHPAW. 
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VIC HARDY'S 

A mystery for 
YOU to solvel 

Theft of top-secret documents from Bradley 
Drum, state department division chief, called 
for a quick solution. 

Drum had checked' in at the Central Hotel 
at 7 P. M. Fred Leone, a bellhop, had taken 
Drum to the 30th floor. Seven rooms were un- 
occupied, but Hugh Walton, a news corre- 
spondent, occupied the room adjoining Drum's. 

After the bellhop had left, Drum had laid 
his topcoat over a chair, put the portfolio con- 
taining t;he documents into the drawer of a 
writing table, and stretched out on the bed for 
a ten-minute rest. When he left to go down for 
supper, he had made sure the door was locked 
and told the maid he would be back in half an 
hour. 

But on his return Drum found the portfolio 
had been stolen! It looked like a tough riddle 
— until I began asking questions . . . 




The maid Interrupted: "Oh, I mutt have dropped 
that burned out fuse just now. The hall lights went 
out and I changed the fuse." 





The bell boy told me: "The lights weren't out at any 
time. I've been on duty since early this evening." Wal- 
ton, the newsman, was not in his room. 
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I tried the door connect- 
ing Walton's room with 
Drum's. It was locked. 
Then I noticed that the 
fuse I had just feund 
was a brand new one. 



Whom did I immediate- 
ly accuse of stealing 
the papers — and why? 



I found an electrician who was working on tha fire 
stairs and asked him: "Has anyone used the 
ttaira in the last two hour«7" He shook his head. 
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.FLASHES SIGNALS/ 

Compass set into 71 — -^_^ — -^-^"•~^-_ -*•— —•' 
dial locates North, South, East, West. Fun to use Send secret message in pitch dark by 
when playing big-game hunter, or cowboy and In- means of its luminous face. Or flash sun 
dian. Send for your Explorer's Sun Watch today I signals with bright mirror back. 

-WhMcin" ind "Btt»Wm o( Cbampioni" jrc re; iridemirkiof GENERAL MILLS, INC. 



WITH 

WHEATIES 

■OXTOP 



HERE'S YOUR CHANCE 
to own this amazing Explorer's 
Sun Watch. Tells time! Tells 
direction I Good for signaling, 
night or day I Yours for only 15c 
plus Wheaties boxtop. Order from 
Wheaties, Box 1 024 A, Minneapo- 
lis, Minn. Offered so you'll try 
Wheaties with milk and fruit. 
Wheaties, "Breakfast of 
Champions." 
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TELLS TIME ' , 

•— ■«^_-^««» - _^^_X Scientifically designed in- 
strument. Tells time from position of sun. Comes 
complete with instructions and interesting informa- 
tion. Many exciting uses. Be sure to get yours 1 
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Ad dress 
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R'Arn vi'ilino K> aivcttittn. pirate mention JACK ARMSTRONG. 
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A NEW JACK ARMSTRONG ADVENTURE 




JACK AND HIS FRIENDS ARE VACATIONING AT 
THE LAZV L RANCH, OWNED SV UIM ELLIOTT. 
WHEN NEWS OF THE BIG RODEO WHIPS UP 
A FEVER OF EXCITEMENT AMONG RANCH- 
MEN OF RATTLESNAKE RANGE . . . 
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NO, THANKS, BETTV. I'LL LET JIM'S 
FOREMAN, JOE MURPHY. HANDLE 
THE BRONC-BUSTING CHORES. 





HOWDV, ELLIOTT- 1 \ I'M NOT 

HOPE YOU'RE NOT ) FOPGETTING, 

FORGETTING MY NOTE J FLVNN. YOU'LL 

ON YOUR LAiy L -*r"-\ GET YOUR 
OUTFIT. IT FALLS 
DUE NEXT WEEK. 





SAY WHO WA5 THAT 
CHEERY LITTLE BAY 
SUN -POISONING? 




THAT'S FRANK 
FLVNW . . .HE HOLDS 
THE MORTGAGE ON 
AW RANCH, I'M 
AFRAID I'LL HAVE 
TO SELL MOST 

a 

M 



I'VE HEARD OF HIM- HIS 
RANCH IS COMPLETELY 
MECHAWIZED-HE SAYS 
HORSES ARE OLD-FASHIONED 



5F MV CATTLE TO J 
MEET HI5 NOTE./gl 



AT THE LAZY L, JACK HAS A CONFIDENTIAL TALK 
JOE MURPHY FOREMAN OF THE OUTFIT. 




JOE, ISN'T THERE 
SOMETHING IV E CAN 

DO TO HELP JIM MEET 
THAT NOTE WITHOUT 

SELLING ALL HIS STOCK? 



RECKON NOT, 
JACK. THAT DUDE 
FLYNN IS A HARD 

MAN -AND HE 

DEAL5 IN 






SPEAKING OF COW PONIES, 
JOE, HOW ABOUT GIVING 
ME A FEW POINTERS ON 
BRONCO-BUSTING' YOU'RS 
AN EXPERT! 






BOYS, WE'VE GOT TO 
STOP HIM PROM 
MAKING THAT 
SHIPMENT! 




LISTEN CLOSE, BOYS... 
TONIGHT WE'RE GOING 
TO RUSTLE ELLIOTT'S 
STOCK. WE'LL CHANGE THE LAZY L 
BRAND TO FLYING F-THEN COVER 
OURSELVES WITH THIS FAKE BILL OF SALE, 1 




±X. 




THAT NIGHT, AS THE MOON CLIMBS HIGH ABOVE RATTLESNAKE RANGE. 
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AN HOUR LATER, TUB LAZY I CATTLE ABE HBPDBD 
INTO A CAVE ON FlYNN'S FLYING F SPREAD... 





RODEO DAV! SAY, JIM, 
WOULDN'T THAT 
THOUSAND -DOLLAR 
RODEO PRIZE MONEY 
COVER THE AMOUNT 
OF FLYNN'5 NOTE? 






NEXT DAV, THE LAZV L OUTFI T SADD LES UP FOR THE RIDE INTO 
TOWN.., AND THE RODEO, |— 
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...UNTIL, FINALLY, AFTER A TERRIFIC BATTLE, 
THE EXHAUSTED ANIMAL ACKNOWLEDGES ITS 
MASTER! 





STICK UP THE OFFICE 
BEFORE ELLIOTT TRIES 
TO COLLECT THAT PRI2E 
MONEY. ..C'MON! 





HAND OVER THE 
MONEY, PBONTQJ 





THE CORRAL 



■ ' " 



MR. ELLIOTT! WE 

JUST FOUND JOE 

MURPHY - ROPED 

AND GAGGED. 







VOU MADE ONE MISTAKE, 
FLYNN- VOU CHANGED THE 
OUTSIDE BRAND, BUT I 
ALSO EAR-MARK 
MV STOCK! THAT'S 
A LITTLE TRICK 
A PUSH-BUTTON 
RANCHER LIKE 
VOU WOULDN'T 
KNOW ABOUT— 
SEE? 
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COME ALONS, FLYNN. RUSTLING 
AND ARMED ROBBERY COME 
UNDER THE SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT. 
AND I THINK HE HAS A QUIET 
LITTLE CELL— ESPECIALLY 
EAR-MARKED FOR VOU! 
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Author ai ' tortuga Trap" 
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Slow death by freezing faces this young , 
Arctic whaler in his desperate search" 
/: ior lost shipmates . . . for no one had 
ever been known to live through a win- 
ter in the ice pack south of Sea Horse I 
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FROM the masthead of the trap- 
ped Arctic whaler, the Her- 
cules, young Joel searched the 
western horizon for his friend 
Tom and the two harpooners. 
They had been gone since yester- 
day morning. A searching party 
had failed to find them. 

To the west there was nothing 
to be seen but the blinding glare 
of broken ice. 

Joel swallowed. It seemed so 
hopeless now. From his perch on 
the topgallant yardarm, he could 







Snarling and slavering. Ihe hungry 
beast humped alter him. Then, like 
a great white cat. it crouched. Slowly, 
carelully, it crept out along the boom. 



see the dark cliffs of Sea Horse 
Island far to the north. Eastward 
lay three other square-riggers of 
the Arctic fleet, hopelessly caught 
in the ice pack. 

Only the Pioneer and the Nova- 
rich had got through before the 
ice closed in. Now they were rid- 
ing at anchor in the open a few 
hundred yards to the south. They 
were standing by a few more 
hours to take off the crews of the 
doomed ships. 

"Doomed?" Captain Haggis had 
roared when Joel asked, him about 



it. "By the great harpooner! This, 
boy, is the ice pack south of Sea 
Horse. No ship ever lived in it 
through a winter." 

Joel understood that now. He 
searched the west again for Tom, 
the second mate. He knew, with 
a feeling of desperation, that 
there wasn't much time left. Cap- 
tain Haggis would wait only a 
few minutes more before aban- 
doning ship. 

A booming sound like low thun- 
. der suddenly whipped through 
the ice pack. The great pack was 
shifting again, huge blocks of ice 
exploding into fine dust under the 
grinding pressure. 

Joel felt a hard jolt under him. 
A splintering, cracking sound 
came from below. The mast quiv- 
ered, gear clattered. Then silence. 

Joel slid down a backstay to the 
icy deck. Captain Haggis and 
Chips were coming from the for- 
ward hatch, their faces grim. 

"That finishes it," said the. cap- 
tain. "She's all cracked up like an 
eggshell." 

Chips nodded hopelessly. "An- 
other week and she'll be all match- 
wood and old iron." 

The order was given to abandon 
ship. By this time the crew was 
ready 'for it and quickly gathered 
on -the ice with their sea bags and 
small chests. 

Joel thought of Tom. Tom had 
to have one last chance. "Captain 
Haggis," he said, "let me stay 
half an hour. I'll send some more 
signals with the fog horn. I can 
catch up to you." 

The captain hesitated. "If the 
Pioneer waits much longer she'll 
be frozen in, too." 

"I've got a feeling Tom is close 
by," Joel went on. "I wish you'd 
let me stay, sir." 

"Very well. Half an hour. Watch 
the time!" 

As the crew started like a dark 
worm across the ice pack, Joel 
went to the foghorn, not at all 
sure what he would do if Tom 
didn't show up in time. 

When the half hour was up, 
Joel knew that he couldn't leave. 
If Tom were well, leaving him on 
the ice pack wasn't exactly a 
death sentence. Tom could always 
get over to Sea Horse Island and 
weather a hard winter with the 
natives. But if he were very badly 
hurt ... 

Joel tightened his lips. He knew 
he had to stay. 



An hour passed. The sun was 
setting and the lowing of the fog- 
horn from the Pioneer told him 
that the crew was aboard and 
waiting for him. 

He signaled back. As long as 
they knew he was still there, they 
would wait. They had to! 

He went aloft once more to the 
topgallant yard and looked west- 
ward. There was nothing to be 
seen but the silent wilderness of 
treacherous ice. 

He went down. In the galley he; 
made some coffee. With the gath- 
ering dusk there came a strange 
and lonely silence. Now and then 
the ice boomed, followed by the 
shudder and creak of timbers. But 
the sound he wanted desperately 
to hear, the sound of Tom's voice, 
did not come. 

Joel suddenly set down his cof- 
fee cup, listened. There was a 
shuffling sound on deck. Someone 
was out there. 

With his heart hammering wild' 
ly, he stepped out, hurried for- 
ward to the ladder No one was 
there. No one at all. 

"Tom! Hey, Tom!" he shouted 
at the top of his voice. 

A thin voice came floating back. 
Or was it an echo? 

As he opened his mouth to call 
again, he froze. Something had 
moved behind him. There was a 
deep growl. He spun. 

A great white polar bear lum- 
bered onto the hatch and reared 
in the twilight. 

Joel felt his scalp tighten. He 
was cut off from his quarters and 
the galley. With a desperate leap, 
he scrambled up on the fore- 
castle head. He streaked across it 
and out onto the jibboom. 

Snarling and slavering, the 
hungry beast humped after him. 
At the jibboom it paused, the flat 
head swinging, looking down at 
the ice fifteen feet below. Then, 
like a great white cat, it crouch- 
ed. Slowly, carefully, it crept out 
along the boom. 

At the end of the boom, Joel 
watched. He was helpless, trapped. 
The bear could reach him. One 
swipe of its paw and they'd both 
fall to the ice below. 

The shouts did not seem real at 
first. They came like sounds in a 
dream. Then he recognized Tom's 
deep voice. 

"Don't move, Joel!" Tom yelled. 
"Stay fast!" 

The bear looked toward the 
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Joel stared. His throat went hot and dry. "You — you mean 
we have to stay here all winter?" "Maybe." Tom iound 
a cold boiled potato and bit into it. "How's the Hercules?" 



voice — its last look. Even before 
Joel heard the crack of a rifle, 
the big beast was tumbling from 
the bpom. 

TAvo more shots were necessary 
to finish it. And then Tom and 
the harpooners were on deck, 
rushing Joel to the galley for food 
and coffee, asking him questions 
as they ate and warmed them- 
selves over the stove. 

"We've got to hurry." Joel ex- 
plained the situation. "Captain 
Haggis said the Pioneer couldn't 
wait much longer." 

Tom, big, square-shouldered, 
finished his coffee. An odd look 
came to his face. "Don't you 
know, Joel?" 

"Know what?" 

"There's, a south wind blowing. 
Those ships sailed an hour ago. 
They had to beat up wind or get 
tossed back on the ice. This place 
is too deep for good anchorage." 
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Joel stared. His throat went 
hot and dry. "You — you mean we 
have to "stay here all winter?" 

"Maybe." Tom found a cold 
boiled potato and bit into it. 
"How's the Hercules?" 

"Got pinched this afternoon. 
Most of the bottom's chewed off." 

Tom looked at the harpooners. 
"What did I tell you? These big 
square bottoms never do have any 
chance. Take the Grampus now, 
she's built down sharper than a 
canoe." 

The Grampus, Joel remembered, 
was the little three-master, the 
second ship over in the ice pack. 
He shook his head. "She seems to 
have a bad list." 

Tom whacked the table. "She's 
either going down, or popping up 
on the ice. Eat up, my buckies! 
We're going over to have a look." 

It made no sense to Joel, and 
when they started across the ice 



with their gear a few minutes 
later, he said, "The Grampus Gan't 
take it either. She'll be toothpicks 
by spring." 

"You may be right," grunted 
Tom, sounding hopeless. 

He leaned into the wind, and 
for a time the deep booming of the 
ice field discouraged their conver- 
sation. Here and there wide cracks 
had opened up over which they 
had to jump. 

"Say!" Joel exploded suddenly. 
"Where were you?" 

Tom scrambled over a large up-' 
thrust of ice. "At the end of the 
pack. It was farther than we 
thought. Followed the edge back 
around and got lost last night." 

Joel stumbled over the ice. 
There were bright stars in the 
Arctic sky. It brought back the 
loneliness. They were like prison- 
ers. All about them was frozen 
death and they could not escape 
for another year. 

At the listing Grampus, Joel 
found lanterns and they examined 
the hull inside and out. 

"Some seams started, but they're 
not too bad," was Tom's opinion. 
He set the harpooners to work 
with caulking hammers and oakum 
to make the ship tight. 

Armed with axes, Joel and Tom 
walked around the outside of the 
ship. Tom pointed to large thrusts 
of ice that threatened to stove in 
the sides. "We'll start chopping at 
these." Tom said. "Take off your 
coat. This is going to be all night." 

"You cruzy, Tom ? The Grampus 
doesn't have wings!" 

"Chop!" growled Tom. Small 
bits of ice flew as his ax bit deep. 

He set a furious pace, as if he 
were racing against minutes. Joel 
tried to keep up with him. In an 
hour they had worked around the 
ship. Birt the wind had risen to 
howling force and the shifting 
pack sawed dangerously at the 
ship's outer skin. 

"Got to keep at it," Tom gasped. 

Keep at it they did. The har- 
pooners joined them after a 
couple of hours. Joel had peeled 
to his shirt sleeves, but he was 
sweating and his muscles ached. 

Hours passed. Once when the 
ice shifted suddenly, Joel fell into 
the icy water up to his neck. Tom 
pulled him free just a moment be- 
fore the ice snapped closed again 
like a great jaw. 

"Get into the galley," Tom 
{.Continued on page 40) 



f OF ALL MY CARAVAN, ONLY I 
r HAVE ESCAPED. THAT 15 

(, BECAUSE MAZIR, MY WHITE HEJIN, 
ft HAS SUCH GREAT SPEED! 
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A HUNDRED MEN THAT Bk. M ^ VOUR REVENGE, 

I MAV PURSUE AND 
FIGHT THOSE OUTLAW 
BEDOUINS. 
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IN A FIERCE CLASH OF STEEL AGAINST STEEL, ALI PROVES HIS 
SUPERIOR SWORDSMANSHIP, I 



SEEINS THAT ALI HAS THE BETTER OP 
THE FIGHTING, THE OUTLAW TURNS HIS 
HORSE AND FLEES. 
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AND, ACROSS THE DESERT ALI'S CARAVANS AGAIN 
MOVE IN PEACE. C 

THERE IS PEACE Tcf MAzTmV 

UPON THE DESERT 7_ & sSiFTHEJINT 
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CALLING ALL GIRLS . . th* teenoge girls' lovorit. 
Stones, orticlei on careers, foshions, sewing, etiquette, 
food, grooming. 

7 ISSUES-) 1. 00 1 YEAR -S1.75 

POllY PIGTAILS just for girls from 7 to 1 J. Delightful 
stories and comics, things to do, foshions for the younger 
set, cooking, sewing. 

J YEAR-) 1. 00 2 YEARS -$2.00 
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VARSITY . . . the ONLY mogazine of its kind for fellows 
of high school and college age. Stories, sports, cortoons, 
dating problems, careers, grooming, money. 

7 ISSUES — )1 00 1 YEAR -)1. 75 

CALLING All KIDS... lot youngsters from 4 to 9. De- 
lightful animal ond real people comics, stories, verses, 
songs, gomes, puzzles, pictures to color. Bi-monthly. 

12 ISSUES-SI. 00 24 ISSUES - $2.00 

TRUE COMICS . . tops wiih oil boys ond girls. True pic- 
ture-stories of real people ond events, science, sports. 

12 ISSUES-S1.00 24 ISSUES - $2.00 

JACK ARMSTRONG... the adventures of the All-American 
Boy of Radio fame. Stories of adventure, heroism, science, 
sports, humor. 

I YEAR-) 1. 00 2 YEARS -$2.00 



Talk about getting your money's worthl A dollar 
really s-r-r-e-t-c-h-e-s when it poys for oil the) 
thrills ond fun ond good reading thot pack ths> 
pages of these wonderful magazines. 

All the smart boys and girls are signing on Ihe 
dotted line for copies of their favorite magazines. 
It's the sure way of getting every Issue with its 
assortment of fascinating fiction, sparkling comics, 
slick ideas for hobbies, things to do and make, 
the latest in sports, foshions, movies. 

Your brothers, sisters and friends will be thrilled 
with subscriptions to these magazines too. Check 
the ones you wont for yourself — for them — ond 
mail the coupon today. Then, prettol — you've 
joined the keen bunch of boys ond glrlt who re- 
ceive their very own copies of their very own 
magazines every month. 
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Western Star Pictnres. 
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3 4 COWGIRLS 

Size 2 %x3 finches in colors 

This offer good anytime NeC.O.D. 
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Praise from a President 

We have a comics club In this 
neighborhood in which we collect 
the best comics. 

When we - heard about the new 
Jack Armstrong Adventure Mag- 
azine, every member wanted it. 
I speak for all the members when 
I say that your magazine is a 
success. Please don't change it. 
Carl Moore 

President, Comics Club 
Hudson, N. Y. 



Thankf, Leon, Well Try! 

I have read your Jack Arm- 
strong Magazine and like it very 
much. It is very much like the 
radio program and I suggest you 
keep it just the way it is now. 
Leon Lederer 
San Gabriel, Calif. 

Action! Mystery! Thrills! 

I enjoyed reading the Jack Arm- 
strong stories because of their 
action and mystery ... I kept 
wondering what would happen 
next. 

The Betty Fairfield story was 
full of action and thrills — so was 
"Split Seconds in Sports." 

I like many kinds of books: 
those about the Bible, history, 
science, and geography. 

Edna Hutt 
Salisbury, Md. 

Just What We tike to Hear! 

There are other programs . . . 
to which I listen, and other mag- 
azines that I like, but Jack Arm- 
strong is my favorite. I like the 
sports and other features . . . 

I have the first Jack Armstrong 
Magazine and ... am looking for- 
ward to the next. I have no ideas 
to offer except to keep it jammed 
full of action the way it is now. 

Adney Johnson 
Palmer, Mass. 



SOUTH OF SEA HORSE 

(.Continued from page 34) 

ordered. "Fix something for us 
while you're drying yourself." 

Somehow the little Hercules 
had miraculously righted Itself. 
When they had eaten, Tom kept 
the men on the ship. "The ice 
pack's too loose now. That south 
wind is breaking it up:" 

The wind began to fall toward 
morning. It was warmer and it 
swung to the southwest. And 
then at dawn, after sixteen hours 
of darkness, Joel stared, speech- 
less, as if some miracle had taken 
place. Open water was only a few 
yards from the ship! 

The seas were sweeping the 
loose ice eastward, eating into the 
loosened pack, melting it. The 
Hercules could feel the swells as 
she rode in the mush ice. 

By noon they had topsails and 
courses and jibs set and drawing 
on the starboard tack. The four 
of them rolled ship by running 
methodically from one side of the 
vessel to the other, carrying what- 
ever they could find to make them- 
selves heavier. 

Slowly) working through the ice 
mush, the Hercules inched ahead 
until she finally broke through to 
the open sea. 

A big harpooner raised his 
arms over his head in a joyous 
shout. "First ship ever to clear 
the Sea Horse ice pack!" 

"This ship belongs to the four 
of us now," shouted Tom. "We 
salvaged it!" 

"Frisco next stop!" sang out 
Joel from the wheel. 

Tom came back to him, grin- 
ning. "Yes, thanks to you, Joel." 

Joel laughed. "Don't give me 
blubber. I didn't even know what 
you were doing." 

"You can ask the harpooners," 
Tom said seriously. "When we 
came back to the ship we were 
planning to get supplies and make 
for Sea Horse Island. Then we 
found you. That's what decided 
me. You had marrow enough to 
wait for us. I figured I had to 
show the same kind of marrow. 
And that's exactly why I took 
what I thought was an impossible 
chance on the Grampus." 

Joel looked out beyond the jib. 
It seemed misty out there. But 
somehow it cleared up when he 
rubbed his eyes. 



INITIATION, ROUGHHOUSE- 
WHAT SORT OF TRICK WILL 
THAT HORRID COWBOY PLAY 
.ON A POOR DEFENSELESS 
GIRL? IF I COULD 
ONLY... 
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I MUST WARN yOU-.^IT'S ABOUT TIME! THAT'S HOW 
THEY'RE GOING TO *M YOU KNOW YOU'RE ONE OF 
PLAY A PRACTICAL S THE GANG AROUND HERE! 

WHATEVER THE HOCUS-POCUS 
16, I'LL SEE IT THROUGH' 




BUT IT MIGHT 

BE DANGEROUS! 

SHOULDN'T 

YOU- 
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SHE SLIPPED OUT 
OF THE SADDLE... SHI'S 
FALLING 1 LOOK OUT, 
R!CKV...LOOK OUT' 




DON'T THANK ME, 
PARD. IF IT WEREN'T 
FOR THAT SLIPPERY 
SOAP SOMEBODY 
GREASED MY SADDLE 
, WITH, I WOULDN'T 
HAVE SAILED OFF 
TO BULLDOG 





BILLY FAIRFIELD'S CARTOONS OF HIS COMICAL MISADVENTURES 



I'LL TAKE THAT 
ONE, MR. SMITHER5-, 
THE LITTLE BLACK 
POOCH SITTING 
1 BV HIMSELF! 
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OKAY. BILLY- BUT 



YOUR 
ISN'T 



FATHER 
GOING 



LIKE THIS! 



TO 



fr 






pop is a little 
prejudiced against 
pups -but i'll figure 
out a way to set 

you into the 
family: 
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CAUGHT 

BURGLAR! 




9PEAKING OF POUNDS, 
BILLY, I WISH YOU'D BRING 
BACK A POUND OF 
SAU6AGE FROM THE 

BUTCHER'S. 






SUIT. ..SAUSAGE,.. 

SPEECH 1 , BLACKIE, I'VE 

w 60T IT! 




THAT NIGHT, AT THE BIS RALLY. 





*'■* FELLOW ClTiZENS, THE MAW 

WE WANT FOR MAYOR MUST 
j-fc BE LOVED BV EVERYONE 

NOT ONLY BV GROWNUPS, 

BUT BV LITTLE 
CHILDREN AND ANIMALS 
AS WELL! 





AND THERE, MY FRIENDS, IS 
CONVINCING PROOF THAT FAIRFIELD 
IS THE MAN 
WE WANT 
FOR MAYOR! 
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WHAT SINISTER SECRETS^ 

LURKED in the SHADOWS 

of THUNDERBOLT HOUSE? 

What grim fo»« owoiUd if* n«w occupant*? What 
was behind the bloodstain on the ballroom floor? 
Woro the "lucky" Aliens really lucky, or were they oil 
destined to inherit doom as well as fortune? 



&wuf i?oWct T&chh&l 

THUNDERBOLT HOUSE 

by Howard P»oi» 

A hvgo. bUok monsion with o paif 
Oi ominoui as lh«j e*ri* cry of o ban- 
•ht« Is lh« tailing for o gripping tale 
packed with suspsms*. 

It rhrillingly describes the actions off 
a brov* 16 y*ar old who d«fi«d the 
fates to solve a bewildering mystery. 

HULL-DOWN FOR ACTION 

by Armstrong Sptrry 

The dense, dark jungles of the unex- 
plored valleys of Guadalcanal are 
enough lo slop most white men— but 
Judd Anders and his three companions 
pushed on. 

In a fun-moving adventure tale, 
hostile Japs, sudden mutiny, a savage 
native queen and the grueling Iropic 
heat combine to fashion one off the most 
exciting stories ever told. 

HAUNTED AIRWAYS 

by Thomson Surtis 

Mystery and intrigue In the fabulous 
future! Thousand passenger airplanes, 
rocket ships hurtling, through space 
faster than sound, great airdromes 
built high over New York, are the 
scenes of blaiing adventure. 

Read how Jeff Donaldson, youthful 
holder of the round-the-world speed 
record solves the mysterious puxife off 
forced landings and crack-ups over ihe 
wastes of the Mojave Desert In the 
world of 1965. 

THE BRASS KEYS OF KENWICK 

by Augusta Huiell Seaman 

The huge brass keys conspicuously 
carried by the eccentric old lady opened 
mere than doors— fhey held the secret 
of the strange, weird post and solved 
the mystery of the puixling present. 

Audrey, a young art s'tudent braves 
unseen perils to unravel the mystery of 
a ghostly old house filled with valu- 
able antiques. 

THE FRONT PAGE MYSTERY 

by Graham M. Dean 

Only a newspaperman could have 
written this thriller which has the city 
room off a great newspaper on the 
scene of tense excitement— and Graham 
Dean is a reporter of wide experience. 
He has woven a yarn of mystery and 
suspense which seis young Bob Merritt 
in the center off a series of weird events. 

While taking his uncle's place as 
managing editor, he becomes the vic- 
tim of strange happenings. Arson, myi- 
terious disappearances and other crimes 
pile up in quick succession. 

THE GRAND COULEE MYSTERY 

by Reed Fulton 

A young man's ambition to study 
civil engineering is thwarted by the 
sruel murder of his grandfather and 
the theft of a fortune paid by the gov- 
ernment for land on which lo build the 
greot Colorado River Dam. Determined 
>o find the culprits, he becomes a 
laborer on the dam project and is in- 
volved In an even greater mystery. 

'lots, counter-plots, clues and fierce 
hand-to-hand struggles follow in quick 
order to shape a sensational story. 




You'll find out when you road THUNDERBOLT HOUSE bv 
Howard Pease in this new — 
6 VOLUME LIBRARY OF BOLD, BREATH-TAKING MYSTERIES FOR TEEN-AGERS 

TEEN-AGE MYSTERY CLASSICS 



Here's your dish if you go for exciting, thrill-packed reading! 
Six full-sized books, each containing a hair-raising, fast-moving 
mystery yarn written in the exciting, sparkling style that every 
teen-ager likes so well! 

You'll thrill a thousand times over as each daring plot unfolds, 
laying bare o series of shadowy intrigues shrouded by deep, 
| matched SET baffling mystery - unraveling ingenious, bewildering clues - 

#BjAI Eoch book moaiure* I building up to a spine-tingling, exciting climax. 

^^^BJ opproximo'ely 5Vn 9 

^1 u'bou'nd 'in'f.0^ b°lCi ^° ma,,e ' wni '" one you P''k up first, once you've storied 

Novd. x cloth oi- reading it, you can bet you won't want to put it down until 

ond ,i ,"amp^" i " n,d you've finished. And you'll read them over and over again - 

each time discovering new, breathless thrills, reliving moments 

that are packed with drama and brimming with adventure. They're the mystery books you have 
been waiting for! 

SPECIALLY SELECTED FOR TEEN-AGERS 

These novels were chosen by a jury of teen-age book experts from hundreds of titles. They 
know the reading tastes of teen-agers and what they looked for first, were stories which were 
outstanding in the mystery field — written in such a way that the suspense and action is main- 
tained from beginning to end. Then, they made sure that they would be welcomed in every home 
as valuable addition* to the family library. The result is 6 intriguing volumes which every teen- 
ager will be eager to read — proud to own. 

MAKES A SUPER GIFT 

Your friends would be tickled pink fe get all or one of these swell books as a gift. 
Since they are not numbered, one set can make six gifts or be given as a unit. Make 
some teen-ager you know happy by mailing the coupon today. And while you're at 
it, drop a gentle hint that this is a gift you'd like to get too! 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 



FREE APPROVAL OFFER 

Sign and moil the coupon which will 
bring these selected mystery novels to 
your home. You can examine them with- 
out obligation of any kind for one full 
week. If you decide to keep them, you 
only hov«> o send us the small monthly 
sum called for in the coupon. 



TEEN-AGE MYSTERY CIASSICS J. A. - 6 

260 Fourth Av«.. N.w York 10, N. Y. 
S.nd your 6 volume edition of TEEN-AGE MYSTERY 
CLASSICS to mc. I agree to examine them for one week. 
Then I will remit when billed. Just $1 o month for 9 monlhj. 
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-20NE STATE. 
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ihxm (necessary if under 21) 

If you prefer one cash payment send So 




and Food Energy/ 

For a supreme taste-thrill, just bite into delicious 
Butterfinger — rich in dextrose — food-energy 
sugar. Covered with rich ehoeolaty coating over 
honey-combed center of golden peanut butter 
and creamy caramel, you will love every 
delicious morsel. 
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